and finally I hailed a mosquito bus, a vehicle not general-
ly used by Europeans, and travelled in that to Kual^
Lumpur.                                                                  *
Peter sent out at once to the car. He found it
would take at least a week to set right. So he booked
a room for me at the Majestic and persuaded me to buy
an evening dress and a hundred dollars5 worth of other
clothes and took me out to a night-club where we
danced. It was an innocuous little excursion that ex-
posed Richard more than me: when the boys came in
from guarding the car I found that he had not given
them a penny of money and they had been without
food all day. But a month or two later he used the
outing as a pretext for one more attempt to make me
break the bonds between us.
Seaview House, the boarding-house that Peter had
recommended, was a square white building set in an
expanse of canna beds. It was kept by a Mrs Parsons,
a fat rabbit-faced woman who wallowed into her
kitchen with the same plaintive exclamations every
morning "after her shopping expedition, followed by a
train of lean and despondent servants. Mr Parsons, a
little man with a mouthful of false teeth who might
have been a parasite of his wife's, consoled his ineffective-
ness by playing at the country square. Almost as soon
as the sun was risen you would hear, from bed, a sound
of shots in the garden. That was Mr Parsons, strolling
round the half-acre patch with an air-gun under his
arm, shooting cats and sparrows. Most vocal of the
boarders was a retired ship's engineer named Simmons
who talked of ship-building from morning to night.
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